KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

Nod.     Since yesterday morning  his   childhood  had
become detestable to him.

SKIRMISHING

It was Sternfeldt's turn to sleep badly that night. An
interrupted love-adventure is not favourable to repose.
A restless, dream-laden night made him regret not
having seized the propitious moment. . . . The shades of
sleeplessness and discontent still shrouded his mind when,
next morning, he came down on his way to breakfast.
The boy, who for some time had been lying in ambush,
made a passionate assault, flung his lean arms round his
friend, and volleyed forth questions. How jolly to have
this big friend all to himself and not have to share his
treasure with Mother! She did not need to tell him the
wonderful stories, she had broken faith; the hero him-
self would give an account of those enthralling adven-
tures.

The baron was put out. He found the child's constant
spying most incommodious. The deluge of questions was
intolerable. The passionate love bestowed on him by the
boy was becoming a burden. It was a nuisance to have a
twelve-year-old jackanapes perpetually at one's heels.
What he wanted was to get hold of the mother before she
had cooled off. How could this aim be realized if the
child was always hanging around? Uneasiness germin-
ated in his mind. Had he done wisely to arouse Edgar's
tender emotions? Certainly it was going to prove
difficult to free himself from this ubiquitous youth!

Still, it was up to him to try. He was expecting Frau
Blumental to appear at about ten o'clock, and mean-
while he allowed the boy to besiege him with questions.
They flowed over him like an avalanche, and he needed
merely to put in a word here and there to keep the child
happy. When the minute-hand was at the hour, he
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